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It was like a dream. Free-free from the drab monotony of a cell...
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I T WAS like a dream. Free—free from the drab monotony of a cell. Murder, it was. He had screamed and vowed that the) 
would never hold him, and they had half-carried him out of 
the courtroom. "Like a pencil," he mused, "not for years, but 
for life." And the papers said that he had gotten off easy. 
But he showed them. Six years, and now he was out. 
T h r o u g h the rain came the sounds of sirens, men shouting, and 
dogs yelping. Glancing back, he could sec the searchlights as 
they scanned one empty field after another, and he laughed as 
he ran. T h e sloshing of his shoes in the water and mud kept 
a steady rhythm as he jogged along. Everything was perfect 
including the rain. " N o tracks, no scent, no nothing," he 
thought and again smiled. Now a mile and a half from the 
prison, he was not far from the river. By the bank there would 
be a boat, complete with food, water, maybe blankets to sleep 
on, and whatever else they had thought to put in. "I sure showed 
them cops," he murmcred to himself. "Couldn't hold me." 
Carefully he climbed a fence and descended a hill into 
the river bot tom land. Ta l l trees now caught and held the 
steady down-pour, spilling it out irregularly with each gust of 
wind. Underfoot the leaves were like a wet sponge, squishing 
with every step. "Now where in the hell am I?" he frowned, 
following a pa th along the river bank looking for the boat. 
Wi th in another hundred yards he was rowing. "Food must be 
wrapped in the tarp. Even threw in some fish poles to make it 
look good. Hope there's some new clothes." 
Every detail of the course of the river had been memorized 
from a map . T w o miles downstream was an old mill dam. O n 
this side of the dam showed swamps, marshes, and an "X" which 
marked a place to hide. 
He kept the boat close to the river bank, watching for 
patrol boats. None came. "Got to hurry; startin' to get light," 
he said and rowed faster. Having rounded a bend, off to the 
left a slip of land cut a narrow waterway from the river. In to 
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this he went, winding, in many places dragging the bot tom of 
the boat. It became too narrow to use the oars and he finally 
had to get out and push the boat ahead of h im through the 
water. Underwater roots tugged at his legs; with each fresh 
breeze another torrent of water poured from the trees and 
spattered on the ground on each side of the natural canal. T o 
get under a tree which had fallen across the canal he had to lie 
in the bottom of the boat and pull the branches past. T h e last 
twenty feet of canal was a patch of m u d and sand; he dragged 
his boat over and erased the marks that it had left. 
The canal had led h im to a small lake. It was L-shaped, each 
leg in reality a lake in itself. Wi th muffled oars he pulled 
through the first leg of the L; in the middle of the second leg 
was an oval-shaped island about the size of a city block. In 
many places the trees on the island leaned out over the water 
and concealed the shore. T h e banks and interior were completely 
obscured by a tangled maze of greenery. At the far end of the 
island dead trees were grimly scattered about in the water, 
leaning at random on other dead trees, the bark peeling off and 
hanging in strips. A night heron flew from amid the cemetery, 
leaving behind a few hoarse squawks of protest. T h e rain had 
stopped and the eastern skies became pale and streaky with the 
morning light as the boat poked its way through to the island. 
T h e fugitive pulled his boat out of the water and back unti l 
it was completely hidden in the heavy undergrowth. 
"What a hell," he muttered, swatting at a swarm of mos-
quitoes. "The cops better give u p quick before these little devils 
drain me." Under the fresh glowr of morning he worked at 
the tarpaulin full of supplies. "Canned soup, matches—hope 
they're dry—can opener, ham, spuds, and some real beer." This 
he attacked vigorously with the can opener and emptied in one 
motion. "Even mosquito nett ing; they really fixed me up ." He 
grabbed the .30 caliber carbine from the load and crawled back 
into the jungle to find a campsite. 
"This scttup is perfect. They ' l l never dream of looking for 
me here. Guess I 'm too much for 'em; they ain ' t even any ways 
near." And he smiled. T h e thought of outwit t ing the police 
pleased him thoroughly. On the island they could pass within 
ten feet and still not see him. He 'd show them. "They' l l never 
hold me," he had told everyone and they couldn' t hold him. 
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"They' l l never get me back alive," he vowed; "and if I go the 
other way I'll take plenty of cops with me." Yes, he'd show them. 
By noon the tarp had become a crudely strung shelter half. 
In back it was staked down in a haphazard way, while the front 
was raised to face the lake; the mosquito netting was fastened 
on all sides. Perfectly concealed, he took off his wet clothes and 
fell asleep in his new home. 
A series of eight loud vibrant hoots followed in a few seconds 
bv a maniacal laughter awakened him. A sharp chill passed 
through his body as he whispered an oath and grabbed the 
gun. Outside, a chorus of frogs filled in the background but he 
could not see the eery alarm clock. Suddenly from above, three 
feet of wings silently carried the intruder off through the mists. 
"Well, if a damned owl can stand it so can I," he said and re-
entered his shelter to eat supper. Another bottle of beer and 
back to sleep. 
Morning. A heavy mist hung like smoke over the lake, 
changing the distant shore line into a filmy, moving thing. T h e 
fugitive ate his breakfast and picked up his clothes. They 
dripped. "Still wet—let 'em rot; I don' t need them anyway." 
Fortunately a breeze soon lifted the fog and also discouraged the 
mosquitoes. "Wha t a hell ," he commented, "I guess that's what 
makes it so perfect." He picked up the gun and went to inspect 
the island. 
Back in the interior of the island the large trees had won their 
battle over the undergrowth, al though vines, moss, and mis-
cellaneous plants were abundant . It was a new experience to 
be able to walk upr igh t after the continual crouching in the 
brush, though an occasional mosquito reminded him that the 
place was still a hell. T h e frogs suddenly stopped their incess-
ant noise as he neared a small pond, but they too were well 
concealed. T h e ground felt like a deep, cool carpet as it gave 
slightly under his bare feet. "This is so perfect that it a in ' t 
even exciting, '" he told himself, but really he was glad. If 
the cops could only know! 
As he approached the far end of the island the dead trees 
came into sight. Exactly nine turtles were sunning themselves 
on the assorted rubble . A water snake took notice and slithered 
off of a stick into the water, corkscrewing forward unti l it finally 
dived out of sight, only to come u p a few yards away. From the 
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mainland a kingfisher gave an indignant rattle, flew over and 
lit on one of the dead stubs. Immediately it gave another sharp 
rattle and flew on across the lake. An array of splashes, large 
and small, sounded as the turtles all scooted into the water. 
From across the water voices could be heard. Three men, one 
with a rifle and the other two with side arms, were walking 
around the lake. The one with the rifle was moving ahead, 
evidently scanning the ground for footprints. "He must have 
made it out of the county," one of them said. "If he did I'd like 
to know how he did it," another said, and they went on without 
giving the island more than a passing glance. 
It was only a few minutes before an airplane circled closer 
and closer with great regularity. It passed over the island and 
continued on its course soon to disappear from view. All was 
again the quiet of the swamp—frogs, a green heron, and the 
occasional deep bow string "thung" of a turtle. Confident, the 
fugitive walked boldly back to his shelter. "Not sparin' a thing, 
are they? Out of the county, huh! And here I am, sittin' right 
under their silly noses. Lookin' for footprints like they don't 
know 'bout the rain. Maybe I ought to go tell them." He laughed 
at the thought and entered the mosquito netting. 
That night he awoke, vigorously scratching himself. "Damn 
mosquitoes." he muttered, and soon dozed off again. In the 
morning his whole body itched and burned. If he scratched, 
the burning grew worse, but he couldn't keep his hands still. 
He sat there, swearing bitterly at the mosquitoes and police 
collectively and rubbing his coarse palms over his legs and arms. 
All day he tried to sleep and escape from the torment, but it 
was useless. His body became a solid burning red blotch, 
swelling and itching furiously. During the night he became 
feverish and rubbed himself until his skin was wet and sticky. 
On his back and arms were a mass of small bumps; they felt 
more like hard little bubbles than mosquito bites. 
The stinging, biting torment grow worse until he could 
not stand it. "No, no—stop it," he screamed and fell sobbing 
to the ground. It seemed to help, but it was only temporary. 
His ears were shapeless outsize objects; his eyes were swelled 
nearly shut. He touched his eyelids and cried out, clutching his 
hands to his face. Crazed from the torture, he blindly rushed 
out of the tent, screeching incoherently; with one hard pull 
he tore the tarp from is stakes and it collapsed on the ground. 
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He fell upon it, tearing the netting and throwing all movable 
objects helter skelter. When there was nothing more to throw, 
he ran blindly into a tree covered with vines, clutching, tearing. 
It was but a few steps to the lake; he stumbled into it and fell 
sobbing. He rubbed the cool mud into his eyes, genitals, all 
over his body. This relief, too, was only temporary. The burning 
and itching returned until he could no longer sit still. Dimly, 
he could see light through his puffed eyes. Slowly he crawled 
out of the water towards the collapsed shelter. The mud stung 
furiously were he had rubbed it into the open sores. He came 
to the tarp. A trembling, swollen hand slid underneath and 
grasped cool steel. He withdrew the weapon and for a few seconds 
sat fondling it. Then there was a click, a dull crack, and silence. 
"Why don't we look on the island?" asked the deputy. 
"Nobody been on that island since Johnny Brooker went 
to the hospital, five, six years ago. On the island berry pickin' 
he was. Spent two months in the hospital," replied the sheriff. 
"Yeh, but why did he go to the hospital?" 
"That island is a growin' hell. See the green stuff on the 
ground, an' the vines on the tree trunks?" asked the sheriff. 
"Poison ivy, every bit of it. Nope, nobody on that island. 
Damned green growin' hell, it is." 
—Richard Handy, ME 
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CHOICE 
How do you, then, propose to compromise? 
Is it not that from a high place you have seen yourself 
and not known— 
And that from a higher place you have seen yourself 
watch yourself, 
and have been a stranger? 
Is it thus, that in the frame of essence you have seen 
yourself as a peeling onion, 
Of which the last layer reveals nothing? 
Or is it, that hearing a hollow wind in the East, you are seen 
as an onion whole, 
To be bitterly sliced and eaten? 
—Richard Ellis, EE., Sr. 
